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Good Angels guard thee fr.ro the Boarcs annoy. 
Liueand beget a happy raceefKings.* 

Edwards unhappy fonncs do bid thee flourilli. 

Enter the gho/l of Cfieene Anne hie wife. 
Richard, Thy wife that wretched Anne thy wife. 
That newer flepta quiet houre with thee. 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations, 
i o morrow in the battaile thinke one me, 

And fall thy cdgeleffe fword, defpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quictfoulc, fleepe thou aquietfleeoe, 
Dreame of fucceife and happy vi&ory, 

Thy aducifaries wife doth pray for thee. 

T . CA f »te.r theghofi of Buckingham. 

Ihc hr ft was I that helpt thee to the Crowtte 
The laft was I that felt the tyrany, 

O in the battel! thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltineffe r 

Dreame ©n.drcameoiyaf bloudie deeds and death 
Fainting difpaire.difpairing yeeld thy breath, 3 
To Rich. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid 
But chearethy heart, and be thou not difinaid, * 
God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride. 

K. Rtchardfiarted out of a dreame. 

KRtch. Giuc me anothrr horfe,bind vp my wounds : 
Haue mercy Iefu : fofc I did but dreame. 7 

0 coward confcience.how doeft thou affli& me > 

1 hehghts burne blew, it is not deade midnight:’ 

Cole, fearefull drops Hand on my trembling flefh, ; 
What doe I feare my felfe? theres none elfe bv 
Richard loues Richard, that is I am I 

Inhere a murtberec here. No. yes I am 

? he "? ,e ’ what from m y fclfepgreat reafon why, 
leaf! I reuenge. WhatPmyielfe vpon my felfe ; 

Alacke I loue my felfe.wherefore ? for any good 
I fiat my iche hath done ynto my felfe : 
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0 no : alas I rather hate my felfe. 

For hatefull deeds committed by my felfe : 

1 am a viliairjc,yet I lye ,1 am not. 

Fcole of thy felte fpeake well/oole doe not flatter. 

My confcience hath a thoufand feuerall tongues,, 

And euery tongue brings in a fefterall tale. 

And euery tale condcmncs me for a villaine ? 

Periuiy,in the higheft degree, 

Murder, Acme murder, in the dyreft degree 
All feuerall finnes ,a!l vfde in each degree. 

Throng all to the barre,crying all, guiltie ,guiltie* 

I ihall difpaire,there is no creature loues me. 

And if I die, no foule fhall pittie me : 

Arid wherefore fhould they? fincc that I my felfe: 

Find in my lelfe>no pitty to my felfe. 

Me thought the foulcs of all that I haue murthered 
Came to my tent, and euery one did threat 
Tomorrowes vengeance on ihe head of Richard 
Enter Ratolijfe. 

Rat My Lord. 

King. Zonnds > who is there ? 

Rat, My Lord tis I : the carely village cock e, 

Haue thrice done falutation to the morne. 

Your friends are vp, .and buckle on their armour, 

RvclfcJ haue dreamt a fearefull dreame* 

^ ^ at thinkft thou, will our friends proueall true ? 

Rat, No doubt my Lord* 

King, O Ratchffe I feare, I feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord be not affraid of fliadowes* 

By the Apoftlc ^^fhadowes to night 
Haue flrooke more terrour to the foule of Richard , 
i hen can the fabftance often thoufand fbuldiers 
Armed in proofed and led by (hallow Richmond* 

Ljs not yet necre day come g 0e with me. 

Vender our cents lie play the ewefe-dropper, 

1 0 heare lf aa y ™eans to (brink* from me. Exeunt 

Enter the lords to Richmond* 

herds. Goodmoriow Richmond. 
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